



Out of my fight. 

Def. I will not flay to offend you, 

Lod. Trudy atr obedient Lady : 

I doc bcfcech your Lordfbip, call her backe. 

Otb. Mifltifle. 

X )ef My Lord. 

Orb. What would you with her fit? 

Lod. Who, I my Lord ? 

Otb. I,you did wifh that I would make her tume .• 
Sir (he can turnc,and turnc,and yet go on. 

And turne againe,and flic can weepe fir, weepo; 

And fliee’sobedienr,as youfay^bcdient; 

Very obedient, proceed you in your tcares, 

Concerning this fir : O well painted pafliou : 

I am commanded here .• — get you away. 

Tie fend for you anon : -- Sir,! obey the mandat, 

And will re turne to V tnice : — hence,auint, 

Cafsie fliall hauc my place; and fir to night 

I doe intreate that we may fup together, ‘ 

You arc welcome fir to Cypres goates andmonKies, 
Lod. Is this the noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufficicnt ? This the noble nature, 

Whom paflion cc u!d not fbake ? Whofe folid veruie, 
The (hot of accident, nor dart of chance 

Could neither graze,nor peirce ? 

Iar. He is much changed. ... 

Lod. Are his wits fa fe? is hemot light ol braine. 

hr. He’s that he is,I may not breathe my centure. 

What he might be, if as he might,he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What, ftrike his wife. ,,,v 

lag. Faith that was not fo well; yet would i knew 

That ftroake would prone the worft. • ‘ 

Lod. Is it his vie? 

Or did the letters worke vpon his bloec* 

And new create this fault? 

Jag. Ayalas, 
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\VhatIh auc - - w ; ! l denote hun fo, 

£»w Othello WEjniUia. 

rtiU You bauefecne nothing them 

it togrfKr. 

^ fflable clmbrcath w* **" 

Oth. Wh.t,dU fcy .;«cr«h.fpc> 1 

Ew. Neuer.my Lord. ? 

Otb.d orfendyououtotheway? > 

0 E X?oZhh«ran,Wr« S k,b. tS l»-.’’-- to t J 
Em. Neuer ,my Lord. 

For if fhc be not honeft,chafte,ar * 

There’s no man happy ,the pure £j;rt EmiiUa** 

Isfouleasflandcr. 

Otb. Bid her come hither, goe^ 

She faves enough, yet fhe’s a fimple bawde. 

That cannot fay as much ; this is a fubtle wnorc, 

A clofet locke and key, of villainous fectets, ^ 

And yet fhee’llktaeele and pray,l ha feeneherdo t. 

y E»tfrDefd.emona4»<sEnulha, 

VeJ. My Lord,what is your WiU ? 

Otb. Pray chucke come hither, 

Bef. What is your pkafure? 
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